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"I'll give you the 
chance to <ee...our 
friendship is still dear 
to me, and I do not 
wish to fight you!", I 
stared her down, her 
cold eyes locked with 
my own... 

"Too bad, old man...I 
can not think of 
anything I'd rather 
do!", she spun Ghoul 
Bane about my own 
blade and swept 

down, my blade leapt 
with remarkable speed 
and met her 
strike...”What!?” 
"This blade has no 
name...", runes 
scorched to life along 
the length of my blade 
and Shiori's eyes grew 
wide..."I'1ll say 
again...go now, go 
back to whatever fiend 
you serve...but don't 
force me to strike...” 
She cackled and 
stepped back, her 
stance shifted..."I'm 
not a defenseless 
child anymore!! And I 
will kill you!!!", she 
grinned and licked her 
lips..."An Sanct Gra 
Char...", her body 


shuddered and dark 
energy swirled from 

her hand down along 

the length of Ghoul 
Bane...it glowed blood 
red and it's humm 
deepened... ”Defend 
yourself...” 

~She thrust the blade 
and barely grazed my 
cheek as I detected 
it...I felt a strange, 
drawing 

sensation...my cheek 
grew cold and Ghoul 
Bane's aura 
darkened...Shiori 
grinned and thrust 
again, I parried and 
kicked her in the side, 
she rolled with the kick 
and lashed out, only to 
meet my blade...she 
hissed with frustration 
and stared into my 


eyes...~ 
"How...you can't be so 
fast...", she swiped 


again & again and 
roared with each 
parry, I stepped back 
and blocked an 
overhead strike, her 
breathing became 
erratic, and 
aggravation showed 
clearly on her face... 
"Stop this, Shiori! 
What do you hope to 
gain?”, I pressed 
against her blade and 
she struggled to keep 
her footing on the 


dewy grass..."Don't 
make me do this...” 
"You're weak!!", she 


roared and pushed 
forward, I staggered 
and she whipped the 


blade across my 

chest, slashing my 
robes open, but my 
armor held against the 
blow, I steadied myself 
and shut my eyes... 
"Consecrus...Arma...”, 
energy crackled down 
the blade even as the 
words left my 
throat...”Divinum 
Furis!!!", a gust of wind 
shook the trees and I 
felt every muscle in 
my body tense...my 
eyes opened, my 

vision keen and 
sharp...Shiori'’s form 
was dim...her once 
soft face now 
grotesque and twisted 
with hatred and 
perverse pleasure... 
"Die, Cyrus!!!", she 
rushed at me, my 

blade whipped back 

and I shut my eyes as 
I thrust...a sickening 
gurgle filled my ears, 
along with the tearing 
of armor and a roar of 
ccame...there was a 
soft crunch and I 
turned my wrist before 
releasing my hold on 
my weapon... 


I turned before 
opening my eyes, and 
walked to the 
Cystocot, he barely 
moved, but some of 

the color had returned 
to his skin...the forest 
itself seemed to 
lighten, and the sun 
peaked through the 
tree canopy...as I 
stooped by my friend's 


side, he gripped my 

hand and sighed with 
relief... 

"Barac has passed 

again into rest...I can 
not feel his foul 
presence any 

longer...", his eyes met 
mine and he slumped 
back...he caught sight 
of Shiori'’s, still 
clutching Ghoul Bane, 
with my kryss 

protruding from her 
chest, it's fiery 
enchantment still 
seethed and smoke 
rose from the 
wound..."I see...’ 
"Only the haste of the 
blade's enchantment 
saved me...she was 

so determined...she 

left me no choice...", I 
shuddered and the old 
mage held my 

shoulder. 

"I am sorry...perhaps 
had I not rushed 
in...had I given myself 
time to recover from 

my spell...", I stopped 
him and rose, then 
walked to Shiori's still 
form and looked 


t 


upwards..."What are 
you do-?” 
"Dium. ..Prostra...", as I 


chanted the spell, the 
mage's scream of 
protest was drowned 
out...my life energy 
ebbed and my body 
glowed with a blinding 
light...the light faded 
suddenly and I fell to 
my knees, 

drained...but nothing 
happened...Shiori still 


lay dead, her skin 
growing more and 

more pale as each 
moment passed... 
"Cyurus...", a cough of 
blood and a gurgle 
rose up from her, a 
rattle of breath 
escaped her lips and 
she smiled..."I'm 
sorry...”, her eyes shut 
and contentment 

washed over her, she 
gripped the blade in 
her chest and drew it 
out, then went limp 
and cold... 


~All was silent...I could 
not move, I barely 
heard the Cystocot as 
he rose and came to 

my side...he sighed 
and chanted under his 
breath, then bent and 
pulled Shiori up and 
cradled her body in his 
arms...~ 

~I watched as his 

body erupted with 
arcane light, and 
ahead of him, the 
ground yawned open, 

he bore her into the 
waiting grave and took 
Ghoul Bane from her 
grip, then laid her 
down and stepped 

back, the ground 
sealed up and his aura 
faded, he held the 
blade and walked 

back to me...~ 

"There was nothing 
more you could 
do...but I feel your 
sacrifice soothed her 
soul...for a moment, I 
saw the gentle face of 


that scared young girl 
you carried from Yew, 
so long ago...”, he 
held out Ghoul Bane 

to me and I slowly 
gripped the handle, a 
cold sensation washed 
over me and I dropped 
the blade..."It has 
been cursed through 

the dark arts...but it 
will be cleansed, as 
was Shiori's heart...” 
I sat and stared at the 
blade, and slowly 
turned to the other, it's 
surface marred with 
blood..."My heart and 
hands will forever be 
stained...", I rose and 
slowly sheathed the 
blades, I walked with 
the mage a short 
distance before finding 
my dented helm, 
battered shield and his 
cracked staff... 

"A high price we have 
paid this night...and 
we've learned 
little...the evil that 
corrupted Shiori is 
likely the evil that 
stalks our land...and 
we are left without any 
path to follow...", the 
mage sighed and I 
slowly removed my 


robes... "Cyurus?” 
"It can not hide 
forever...", my eyes 


seethed, "It will 
answer for this dark 
deed.” 


~The next day, I rode 
out from Britain, the 
night spent in the 
comfort of the inn had 


done little to rest my 
mind...I rode atop 
Etheluel and crossed 
the South Bridge, 
stopping only to gaze 
at the sun, still low in 
the sky...~ 

~Gone were the robes 
of the healer, I now 
wore a pure white 
surcoat, and a “owing 
red cape draped over 
my shoulders. ..my 

eyes stared out into 
the wilderness and I 
sat motionless for 
countless 
moments...with a deep 
sigh, I urged Etheluel 
into a full gallop and 
we rode towards the 
distant moongate...~ 


